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“She sank fainting in her chair as shz let qo the rope, and clapped her hands to het ears.”

(Coprright, 1808, by the Frederlek A, Stokes Co.)

iy
ableness of {1k adage that if yon want a thins well done Fon
_olionld do It yourself, In eommitting a marder It "\ lways ad-
*i¥le to have some one else to do It for you, hat \ Drinee's
p_fnn_s bad been several times Interfered with by the % “nrilice
- ar lugftielency of hls emisearies, so on ons unfortunats <\ tsion
* lie Bad determined to remove an objectionable man with b own
Bnd, and reulized thon bow ensily misiskes may occus
He Uad met the man frce fo face under a corner Ta mp In Vew
lee. The recognition was mutoal, and the wan, fearing hls
uoble enewmy, hud fded. The Pringe piirsued, and the' man appar-
eutly trigd to doubie upon him, and, witli hld clonk over his

RINCE PADEMA sat desolatels w~ his lofty baleony nt
Florenee and cursed things v.rpme:A\\ s, Fate had indeed
dealt hardly with the yoong mab,

+ foee, emdeavored to sneuk post glong the dark will, The Prince

deftly ran the dagger Into his vitals, His Highness was appatied

Ao see that he bad psssssinated a selon @t ote of the nublest

Tomilles of Veénlde, which was very differont from murderinze o

ban of low dogree, whose life the lnw taak Hitle nots of.

~ Ba the i'rinece had ‘to flee from Venled, und ke took up his
resiicnee 6 2 narrow stieet in an obscure part of Florence.

On thls partenlar evenlog the Prinee’s sombre weditations

were IntsiTipted by 0 song. The song npparently camg frons the

e eoowhiod Wle ullb of rooms were sltuated, awml

' Ofrany e opon window sotis @istance below Hin. What canphit

“his attentlon was the fnet thnt the song wns Venetiin, and the
Folve that sang It was the rleb, mellow volpe of Venloe, -

5 were other exiles, then, besldes hims=elf. Ile perred
um- the edge of the halcosy perched llke an cagle’s nest hizh
ﬂn_\-e' the narcow store street, and endeavored to loeste the
Jpen’ window from which the song eatie, ar, hetter stili, to cateh

-

' & glimpse of the singer.

‘o For a tme he was unsoceessful, but at last his putisnes wak
wwarded. On a baleony to the vight and rome distanes below
Ma own  there uppeared the most Deantiftl girl even e had
rver seen, The dark, oval fuce was so distinetly Venetlan that
ke almpxt pevsunded himsell he kad met her ia bis netive towh.
“Pletro,” he whispered soflly shrough his own open windows
to'the servant who was moving stiently about the room, *‘tome
liere for o moment, quistly.” The sorvant come stenithlly fo
tlie edge of the window, ‘You see that girl on the lowor bnl
Jtongt saldthe Prelueg, in o whisper. Pletro nogded. “Find aut
for me who she ls—why she 18 bere—whether she bas any
-f!‘!_l!n{il- Do It sHlently, #0 as 10 aropso no susplelom’ Again
flie faithful gersant nodded rnd disappeared into the glopm of
thé room;

.
~ Next doy Pletro brought to bis eager master what nfornu-
- ton' be hng been able to glean. He hud succeeded In forming
e nequalntines of the Slgnorlnn’s maid.
~ Por same reason, which the mald either did not kmow or
swould wor disclose, tiie Signorinn was exiled for a time from
Venite. She belonged to & good fnmily {hore, but the napis of
the family the mnid refused to divanige. They had been 8 Flarehce
for several weeks, bul had only token the fooms bolbw wish'n
ihe Iast two days. Tho Signorinn rocslved absolutely no ome,
and the maid Lod been cautlensd to any nothlng whataver abong
“lier to Any persos: but ehe had apparently suecombed ln a mebs-
tire to the biandishments of gailunt 1eiro.
o, -mt evenlog the Prince was dzaly upon his balcony,
Bet'hls thoughts were not so bltter asthey bhad been the
divy before. He had 4 bhonguet of beautliul flowess be-
_‘;“ae Elm.
_ " “Yom miay go now, Peplita” siid the gigl. The
mald ithrew a lace shawl orver the shounlders of
_.ligr ~mistress and deparied. The, Prince loated

_ over the lalcony and whispersd: “Slguo-

i The startled gl looked up and
. dlowh the steeol, and then ot the bal
. vony, awhich sfoed aup against the
o opalesssur  sky, the
imnwork  showing
‘eate etehing on ‘he [umi.
fongus  background. Stie
~iflashed  and  dropped
her  eyes.  making
Mo  reply.  “Sje-
Tnoring,”™  reponted
the ‘Prizive,
u" m am
Taexite,

tracery  of

ke dell-

. Pardon
me. Itls

i remem-

~lovely city."” and
arith that he light-

Iy fung the houquel,
which fell ar bor feet
ot Ahe floor of the hnl-

ec’ . Fora few poments
v el @K st move ar ralse
by ¥R Then ahe cdst u gulck

jnto hor moom.  After eome slight
. Besitarion sbe stpoped gracefully and
| pleked up. the Bomguer.  “Al, beaotiul

net Jooking Epwarl. The Prince was de

_Fl&@« ?-“Fh Is always the difffenls step.  Hver 2
it evening they snt thory lafer and Ister.

S
| SThe mequsintance tipened to It Wevitable conclusion
.- —the benclusian the Prinee hadt conntod on trom the Orat.

. Ome evpning she stogd In the Markness with her cheek
pressed pgatost the wall at the corner of her haltony nearcst

T Fuagitd
3"4':.'.? g A ‘.I._._.";.,__J‘
g . LplnsreT )

The Prince hnd been mlgled Ly, the Noarent reason-

_elimb back p S(1

OR
THE

MYSTERIOUS,
URDER

OF .
THE

=1 PRINCE
PADEMA.,

A new volume of short
storles by Robert Barr, under
the stirring title “Revenge,”
{s publishéd by the Freder-
lelt A. Stokes Company.
There are twenty storles in
the book, and every one of
them depends for {its interest
on the most terrible human
passion, with the utmost in-
genulty of plot, the novelty of
situation and swift and ples
turesque styls. Ona of these
condensed tragedies I8 her=
glven by permission of the
publishers,

to Bim: he lonked over and downward nt her. “It eannot be.
Tt eannot be she sulid, with a quaver inn her volee, but a quaver
which the Prinpe reocoguized, with his large experlence, 28 the
tone of yolding. ‘it must be,' he whispéred down to her. kg 7 :
wis ordained from the firat, It has to be” The gifl wns weep-
Ing =llently. *It is {mpossible,’* she sald at last, “My servant
slcepd outside my door. Even if she did npt know, your servant
would, ard thers would he gossip—and seandal. Tt Is Impoasi-
Wett “Nothing lg Impossible,' erled the Prince, eagerly, “'where
tre Jove oxtitz. 1 ghall lock my doorn and Pletro shall know
notlilng abont it, Fe naver comes unless 1 ecall Bim, I will got
n rope and thfow It to ydur balcony. Lock your door as 1 do
mine, In the darkness nothing is seen.” “No, mo,” she mur-
<sred, *“Fhat wonld not.do. You could not climb back agala,
\- ail wml‘d be lost,"

NN, notisense’ eried the young man, eagerly, ‘It 1s nothing
to WY budk 1le wam dbout to add that e had done It fre-
qumx hefore, but he ohc'-'ek.ec; himself in time.

For joment she was silent, Then she said: 1 eannot risk
your g = huek. It mjust Be certain, If you pget a ropt—=a
ELEONE T and put a loop in It for your foot, and pass the
other e X The tope to me around the stancliest raliing of your
bateony, I Wk et you down to the level of my owa, Then yon

THE ORIGINAL “MR. ISAACS.”

Marion Crawford at Last Tells the True Story of This Fascinating Otiental, Who Was
the Chief Figure in His Famous Indian Romance and Who Has Just Been
Prohibited by the English Government from Putting Through
Any More of His Giganic Deals in Diamonds.

L

HE stand taken by the Indinn Government since the Hyderabad dianmond case
has made it Impossible for Mr. Jacobs, the diamond and curiosity mwerchant
of Bimila, to do buslness any longer with the maharajahs of natlve States. A

famous collection 18 therefore about to be dlgpersed, and the original of “Alr. Isazes” wii

no longer carry on huslness at the old stind. A gentlomun who was recently sBoswn

Mr. Jacobs’s private apartments siates that the deseriptlon contained In Mr, COraw-

ford’s book still fits the driwling room exachiy."” ,

Probably no book by an American writer has achiéved a more world-wida nnd per.
manent success than Mr. F. Mavlon Crawforl's “Mr. Isaacs.” Though iL appeared
fonrteen years ago. the publishers say It stfll las u lovge and steady suld, The gtory

In ‘Mazio's Cruelfix.’ the veyerse of this was trne. The former novel I had to write
at short notice, In order to keep a promlse to wmy publishiers, and the lttle village of

Hutfleld, whore T lived when g boy, suggestoed Itself as a fitting backsround.

“DBut 1 oalmoezt forgot to tell you whut lUttla 1 know about this Hydernbad dfn-
wond ease that this elpping spenks of. As near as I remember the detuils, the ruler
of Hyderabnd, whieh s one of the vagive States, had a wonderful dlamond, ond,
belng Iy want of sote mwoney, intlmared that he was willing to dispose of Ii, placing
the price at sotaething ke 200,000 pounds, or about & million dollars. A syndicate
was formied, with Jucolis at the head, to make (he purchuse. Now ench of these
nagive States jn Iodin hos a Britlsh Resldent stationed at the capltal, whose dnoty
It 15 to see that the Prinee or miligrajeh behaves himself, The Hesident stands over
the malarajah all the time sith u blg, thick stlvk, figuratively speaking.

“Now thls transaction with Jacobs was naturnlly kept as quiet as possible for

. fear tlie Redldiént wonld bear of I, beeaunse 1f he ld there wonld surely be mo trade,
L s snle 1o say that the Briglsh Government or the province itself would never
o dollar pf the wopey expended for their own beuefit—the mabarhjol would
puvert i entively to his own use. Well, the syndicate pald the Hyderabad ma-
anrnjuly gomething ke 130,000 on weconnt and sedured possgssion of the dia-
wond before the Britlsh Resideut heard anything about I, The result was

Lty g2 Jacols refused «to tetued e diamond and the maharnfdh had speut
the niodey, they have been fghting about 1t ever sluce, with the gonclusion,
apparcatly, that Jacobs will have to retlve from business™

The conversation then turned upon some of Mr. Crawford's other works,
ind the reporter spoke admiringly of the marvellons rapidity with which he
tnrned out book after boek; yet all of an equally high siandard of excellence,
“Uo you think so?' responded 3Mr. Crawford, with a frank swmlle.
“Tdon't think I wrlite as good books us I used to. You think ‘Cosa
Braechio' espechilly fne and drvamatie? I am glad yon Hked 1L
I took that story from real ilfe, too. It all happened down
It one of the South Amerlean republies, A Spanlsh lady
% wlo had an intimate knowiedge of the whole affalr toid
my wife the story.”

Speaking ol wovel writing In general, and probabfy

WA baving in his mind his own first sunecess, “Mr. Isanecs,”

R AMr. COrawford =ald: *If yono have s good story Lo

tell and gre Interested In it, you will find that It will

almost weite Itself, And when It Is fnished It will

muke {13 owngterms with the publishers and
get printed.'”

There are few more engaging personalitiea
than Mr, Crowford's. He lg tall, lins o fine
athistie figure—which has not yet begup 1o
“pny Its debt to thme In pounds of flesh''—
and a strong face, His aguiline nose and
heavy lower jaw glve ample evidence of tha
enormons will’ power nnd perseverance wihich
bhave kept him steadlly at work, yenr alleg

vear, despite sugcesses which would mnke most
men content to rest on thelr laurels and enjoy

thelr royalties at lsisure. He is an {deal citizes
of the wotld. In every clime thaot he has lived he
seems to have lest something of his Americin oharnoe
teristles, and to hitve unconseloudly absorbed from every
people some tauch of thelr own,

This 15 especially -notleeable in his speach. Tis
vowels and consonants are less harah than those of the
born New Yorker. At times there Is an aceent or an
(nflectlon that reminds you of London, and again there
wlll be a soft, rolllng veivel that Hes: a flavor of the
‘Latin tongues. One ls stire at fiest thnt there Is soma
i cufamillar aocent or Inflectlon, but f= at a4 loss to tell
axpetly where the strangeness lles. But this Is easily
tecounted for when It is, remembered that Mr. Crawe
Tord was born in Rome (where, with a brlef Intormis
ilon, he spent his childhood), studled in Amerlea, then
it Trinity College, Cumbrldge; then at Korlsrole and

(11

of how he came to write his first fdmous novel and of his nequdinthnce with the
original of “Mr. Isaacs,” us rold In his own words, is of surpassing luferest,

4T haven't henrd mpeh nbout *Mr. Isnaes’—or Jacobs, as they eall him In renl lfe
anin

—exeept now and then in the way of stray tems llke thig, sinee T loft Indin
Mr. Crawford to a Sunday Journnl reporter, after reading the parsgraph
quoted above, wlleh was clipped from n Tondon paper. 2

“My first meeting with Mr. Jacobs ocourred fust as I have told it
in my book. The first chapter of ‘Mr, Isases" as I will explain' to yoy
a Nttle Inter, tells the ineldents alnipet exnectly as they happened. T
was In charge of the Allakabad Indian Herald nf the tlme, and that
mesnt that I was reportes, manhaging editor, edltorial writer, correspond-
ence editor and some other things, which kept me busy sixteen honrs L;-
a day, which was especieily tryiog In the steaming atmosphere of the L
ralny season: Some tronble cama up ene day about what are called %
the ‘préss telegrams'—the Government in Iudin exercised a sort of cen-
gorshlp over the press, and gave out a certain amount of information to
thie papers each day—aud so Sinnect, the editor .of tha Ploncer, and L
went up to Simla te LrF and straightensout the difficnify.

1t was at Simla that I \t\i\\”/{/?/ became acquninted with Ja
i

cobs. 1 don't know (o thls day Jucob's exact ni g "
tionality, though I fancy bix /
birth. He spoke absolutely -
out the slightest accent nni! ._ |
flothes. You might thin® 7§
that he was n Jew, bul
the case; ‘bon Yakoob,' ‘Lie:
ke ware comniol names
homedans. Jacob, as he
wns one of the most devous
learned < Mnhémedans that 1
have ever seen. His hours of
lelsure were Invariably spent in
rending the Koran, Hils personni S
descripton In the first chapter .
“Mr. Isaacs’ 1s, In the maln, ecorrect,
though he was reflly not quite so handsoute :
tured bim, The story of his life, top, excepling periiy
that part of it about his belng =old as a slaye, 18 éxactly as he relnte
it to me. I did not exaggerate at all about his rooms—1 could not hiay
done o If T had tried”

Here s Mr. Crawford’'s worid-picture of the original “Mr. Isaacs"

“Ignnecs was a man of more than medium stature, though e
would never ba spoken of as tall, * * * The perfect harmony of
all the parts, the oven symmetry of every musale, the equal s
tribitlon of a strength not eolossal and overwhelming, but ever ready
for actlon, the nntural courtesy of gesture, all toid of n body In
which true proportlon of évery limb and sinew were at once the muin
foature and the pervading characteriatle. * * * A long, oval face
of a wonidrons trausparent oflve fint, and of a decidedly Orientul®
type. A promlpent bron and arched bup delicate evebrows, Ay
surmounted a noss smooilly aquiling, but with the brond, well-ser
nostrils that bespeak actlve gourage, His mouth, eofien smiling
never laughed, and the lips, though closely meeting, were pot fhir
and writhing and conning, as one so often sges In Eastern fnces
but rather fncllned to agenerons Greek fulness, the curling Hne
ever ready to express asympathy or ascorn wilch the command
ing features nbove seemed to control und earb.

he wns a Perslan

= perfect Engllsh, with
Q‘\wnr_e Euaropean |f i
from hls name {8

O that was oot ,[‘_
Isane,’ and the . :
nmong the Ma-

was ealled

nnd

s

onn onsily . sw vourself within reach. F yon find rou cantol
Selp you by pulling gn the rope, and you will |
i down,t :
q Ughtly, “Do you think™ he anid, “that
stronger thap mine®' “Tour hands," she
than two. Bosides; T am not 80 weak as,
“Yery well,” he roplied, mot fn a mood to
“When shall It be—to-nlght®’ *“No: to-
Woget ¥ols rope toahorfow.’  Again the
“1 Bnve the rope in my room now,"” he
v sure,’” she sald, softly. “No: not
sure. T wads strong in ho| Is ‘yonr door locked?' “Yes” she
replied in an agltated wl § ‘s “But It Is still early. Whait an
honr or two “AL!" erleq the Prines, “it will never be darker
thian ot this moment, and ‘nk, my darling, how long I have
waited!" ‘There was no, re | “Stand  inside the window,”
whispered the Prinve. As she did so a coil of rope fell on the
haleony. “Have vou got 147 eshed. *“Yes," was the scarcely
audifle reply. “Then don't tr:Y to your own strength. Give It
a toerh droand the baloony rull"” 1 have done so," she whispered,
Althbogh he could not see | Y - becnuse of the darknesa, she
suw him silhonetfed ngainst the | iht sky. s
Huolding the end of the vope L 4 Iy, the girl let it out fnch by
inele  “That is enongh.' the Iy sald at last; and she held
kim where Lo was, \caning over the balcony toward hion “Prince
Pudema.” ghie sald to him. “AD!"" ol'ed tlie man with a start.
“Hlow dld rou lsarn iy name?! . have long known {t. It is n
name of zorrow fo our family. Prh 4" slie continued, *“have
Fon never seen anything in my face ) at brooght racolleation to
rou? Or Iz yonr mamory 40 short k.n the grlef youn bring to
othors leayes no trace on your own laind?' “God!" cried the
Priney In alarm, selting the rope abe [ him, as if to cilmb back.
“Wlhnt o yon mean?” The girl loos. | 1 the rope for apn Inch or
two. wid the Prince was lowered witkyn slekening feeling In his
heart, ny he reaflzid hisgporltion, s hu Y sod feet above the stone
street. "1 can soe you plainty,” s the girl In bord and
husky tones. “If you moke an a. mpt to ellmb to your
buicony, I, wili at once loosen the rope. Is [t possible you
Eove mot suspeocted who I amy and why I fam here?*
A sharp memery pMerced Y« braln,
“Mieln Is dead!” he €101, with & gasp In his
o breath. *She wus drow:} d. You are flesh and
Dloet. Tel! me, you uY not her spirit?*
& . I eanot tell” yo [ that,”" answered the
] gitl. "My owtl sp Ll seemed to lenve me

aseond F& you o

The Prince lan
sour frall hando .
replied, “are strong
perhaps, Fou thiok.

onvll aboot  telvialitl

worrow  dight. You \
Printe Inughed quletly.
tingwersd. “You were v

when the . tody, of my sister wos
hmu;::l' from ‘the canal at
the ‘oot 'of our garden.

Y | =

+ know the place
Y oelli yon kunow tho
gate-and the steps:

I th'nk her splelt
then took the place

AW ‘Telllelberg, aund that Le has shice travelled over a

= cond portlon of the glebe, and hns fequlred o Guent
kfiowlbdge of miany languages, lving and dend. Hia

s eontdet with ‘men npd citles hag elven him wisdom
£y A ThE Tt iAe . huinan-eharaetar-far—greater-4han—
most men ever achlevé. He was forty-two last August,
anil Is wow Jost veaching the maturity of his powers,
wud thare s evety rtesson for belleving that, though he
s writlen mady wonderful books, he will ot write others
whldh shell surpass them, 1

Mr. Crawford's home Is In Sorrente, Italy, and he visits
New York but seldom of lote years. His workshop, Just
at present, Is & large room facing Fifth avenue, on the top
togr ‘'of Mpoemillan & Co.'s publishing house, between
Twelfth and Thirteenth streets: It is as seantily furnished
dnddl ps barve as ean well be Indagined, WIthin n dozen feat
¢f the windows & long, plaln table, destltute of nny cover-
ing, strotolies three-gnurters of the width of the room.
There are half a dozen cheap enne-bottom chnlés and two

| rockers of the same vavlety. The flogr Is of slate; withaut
rugs or ¢arpeting of any sort.

In the back pavt of the room is a long and very brond
conell, and there ls no brenk in the monotony of the bare,
Lnlsomined swalls except where, fnegr the table; leiigs a
1itle hook shell, with a few old magozines, and o0 hedide
it a fenger's foll. Tt fs, In fact, one of the two kinds of a
workraom which anybody knowlng Mr. Crawford would kms
neine ha would be likely to have. The other kind wonld be
the: idenl one, with book-coverad wallk, soft carpets and

" athor Inxuries that writers In poverty dream about. Mr,

M Crawford's “shop'’ at Maemillan’s I8 bare enough to be tha

i # ideal abiode of any genfus. Bul 'when a man weltes 8§ many

W™ ousand words a doy as Mr. Crawferd must, he 18 foo busy
to notles his surroundings.

. Sineo 1882 Mr. Crawford has written a hout thirty novels, bestdes many storles
and  magazine articles.  He  says  be diotated one noyvel undoer stress of ofe.
cumstanees, bt s not likely ro do so again, preferring fo serlte them out hlmself by
band., One of Lls books, ¥The Tale of n Lonely Farish,” he wrote In twenty-fone
daya, ot the sate of about five thoosand words a day. Five thousand words be eon-
slilers a faly day's work. .

Mr. Brott the mannger of Macmillan & Co., M. Crawford's piblisliers, told/ the
writor that the total sales of My, Crawford!'s boolis up to the present time bad reached
over n milllon copiea, und that there wis a stendy deémand for all of them, Ffmm
#)r. Tsnnos,” the first, down o the latest one bearipe the dale of 1800

My, Oraieford i tiveless worker and heartly in love with his profession, n faet
which daithtless necounts for the very large nuimber of movels which ho hag pro-
duced.  In fuot, It Is doulitful If there s another novelist of the first tank who Is

- equally prolifie In storles that have the element of great human interest, :

Though M Craw-

ford works very rajp-
lilly after he has soi-
tled wpon the dotalls
of s stovivs, he doos

“I have spoken of hils gaceful fighre and perfect Iranian fen.
tures, but I hardly noticed elther at opr first meeting. I was en.
thralled and faseluated by Lis eypes, onee saw In Frinee o [H
jewel composed of sls precions stones, eacl A gem of great value. (1t
so set that they appeared to form bup one solid moss, yleiding J e
strange radlgnce that chnnged 18 hue at every movement, ai |
multiplied the sunlight a thousamd folll, Were I to seek a compari &5
gon for my friend’s eyes, I might find an lmperfect one in this ms
torplece of thie Jeweller's art. They were dark-und of remarkabie siz
when half closed they were long gnd almond-shaped; when suddenl
opened In anger or surprise, they had the roundness and Liold keenties
of the eagle's gight,!” * * *

Just here it will ba of Interest to the reader to quote from *‘Mr
Isanes” the paragraph deseribing his apnrtment In the Simin botel,
which, It 1s sald, Is goon to be dismantied.

“In the first glance It appeared as If the walls ond eeillog wer
Uned with 2ol and preecious stones; aud 1o reallty It weas nimost 101 f
erally the truth. Theé apartment, T sobn saw, wus small—for Indln. il J
At least—and every nynllable space, nook and cranny, were filled witl ' |
goldl and jewellsd ormaments, shining wenpops, or uncouth but re
splendent 1dols. There wers sabres {n seabbards set from end to eny
with dinmonds and sapphires, with crose-hilts of robles I massiv.
#old mounting, the spoil of some worsted rajah or nawab of th
mutiny, There were norghyles four feet bigh, cerusted wlth gems ano |
etrlonely wrouglit work from Bagdad or Herat; water asks of gol !
and drinking cops of jnde; yitaghans from Houtn anil ldols from' the
far Bast, Gorgeous lamps of the octigonal Orlental shape hung fron FNIHE
the celling, and, fed by aromatic olls, ghed thelr saothing llght on al! o
around. The flpor was eoversdl with & rieh, soft plle, and low 2. ﬁ;} |
divans wers heaped with cushions of deep-tiuted sk nnd zold" -1
“In May, 1882;" confinued Mr. Crawiord, I dined one even-
Inz with Sam Ward—he's iiead now, poor fellow—and after-
ward, while we =at smoking and chatting, leoking out
neross Madlkon square—wo were at the New York Clul,
wihilch wns then where the Journal's nptown office now {s—f huppo‘ned to tell about
some of the experlénees 1'had bad In India, and of the life at Simla, and of Jucobs pdr-
tlenlarly, and bis remarkable eareer, "Why not write that ont? sald Waxd: ‘that
wounld make a splendid story.' 1 hnd been writing for newspapers and meguzines 1D,
to that time, and had never had the rematest idea thet 1 would ever be the author of
i book, y ; \
aawell, 1 set ta work that alght and wrote the Arst clinpter, telling the story snb-
stantlally ug It hoppened. Then, baving tasted Blood, T besime more Intarested, In-
vented more characters, the Hnglish girl and her father, made Jacoba, or Tennes"
rather, fall in love with ber, and put In the mysterions Buddbist to forther comnll-
cnte matters, and kept on writing fust to see how It would all furn ouf, 'Ple result
was that In o little while I had ‘copy' enpugh fo fill 4 hook,

“VWhen It wasfinished 1 handed it to Ward and he sald he wonld try to find a pub-

Msher for 1t. 1 beard nothing of it for some time, and had begun wrltlng another long

story, simply for my
own AmuEement.
when ‘Tsapes’ was ac-
Gepted asd published
Ly Maecmillan & Col

Picture

of the

A

-

i of wy own., Ever
sinee’ that day I
liave Iived only
for revenge;
and  now,
Trince

Pademn,

the . bour

1 bive walt-

ed " (oIS
come."!

An dgonlying ery

. {for help vang throngh

the sllent street, bat
there wns Ho Answer to
the eall.
“1 will marry you,' he

snld, “it you will let me reach
* my balcony again.: I will, upon my
" notor.  You shall be a princess.”

She Intghed lghtly., “We Venetians
ndver forget of forglve. Price Padema,

gooud-by." ! il :

She sunk falntin; In her chalr as she e
go' the rope, and clap ed her hamds to  her
ears, so that uo sound cime up from the stone
etreet below. When she =aggered into her room,

all was silence, - i ’
L]

-~

not begin Lo welte un-
Uil ke has methodlcally
| planned oot every bus
portent moye which
Uls clinracters: are to
make. Tlow long the
book shall be is the

I was surprised at
that, and «till moze
go by the success it
bad.  And s Ilye
been at It ever sinee.

siyp, Isancs' 15 one
' characters

of the i g fitst question: then
LW f
e i : the _aumber of lape
5 ers,
out taking him from st three voiuges, which
the enviroument o = 1% the way such works
wiileh 1 found hiny . | are  genorally  pubs
which ds prabably the WY : 1izhed In Bugland, ha
rengon  why Jacobs & ~willl  divide it Into
Us 80 _q;nicki;r iden- twanty-four chaprers,
tijed e’ being. his | eizhit tor eRel vol-
nr!ﬁin:gi“ ”tm:: eil:: ; | ' ume. Then be carés
(! & T | fully pluns out s
1 plaee amid. entirvely “seenario,”’ ns & plays
dlfferent surroundings wrlghnt-r w;'ouilll !::r a
the ehnrnctors that 1 1 threw - et sdrnmi,
find ihterescding. . choosing  just  where
enough to take from > he eun place with the
Jifes - Beeln ngalnstnn il o best effect bHis most
nnfamifar b u: 1!:; — ] i £ : ! terilng sttidtions,
ground, even the - - s a8 o 2 4 Here and  there |n
orlm.z_uﬂs would find it 4 -——-’—“-—_'__'——- =i e < = 'I : Ulnnk space that lu-
ditilenlt to recognize f = = (et teivene nré words or
them. The chame |1= s : A1 i ‘phieases which are his
tef, indeed, oftener == = 7 S gt L eties for e introducs
suggests  the  stary Tise. S \ ; tlon of & b incidents
first tham the siige- : Bt e ; -~ o specclies as  will

titn .or combination
of cleemmstances. But
in “The Tale of &

lead  up with eyer
helglitening  lnterest

al WOrk on a iNew 10.< S0Ciety nhover Up n tue Loits
' 1o the cilme

Marion Crawford | 10
~ of His Fublishing House. Wi




